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He looked down again. Maria was running, but going very
lame, and she had lost a lot of ground by changing direction.
Her foot must be badly hurt. Von Brandt was ploughing after
her. The going seemed to be heavy. Then it happened. Von
Brandt sank up to his knees. He threw out his arms and fell.
He was screaming. Maria stopped running. Sebastian stood
still with his rifle butt on the ground. Wilson and the Kaffirs
had stopped halfway down the hill.
Von Brandt's fall had arrested everything... and his
screams. They were much fainter now.
Suddenly he had it. Von Brandt was burning in the lava.
He had gone through the crust. That was why Maria had
swung round. To lead him over the treacherous, molten
quicksand. How clever she was! What a credit to him 1 His
little brown bird to think of a thing like that. And the Nazi
was dead or would be in a few minutes.
Maria was picking her way back towards him. Treading
lightly, leaping here and there. He held his breath. She was
safe now: on hard ground. At least she had sat down. You
would not sit down unless you were safe. Besides, it would be
hot. She was looking at her foot.
Wilson was quite near her. She was waiting for them to
come up to her. It was not right that Wilson should see his
wife naked. The men with Wilson were pointing at von
Brandt. They were Masai. He could recognize them now by
their painted shields and long thin spears.
What a morning it had been! His resistance to Olga; steal-
ing the car; shooting von Brandt; rescuing his wife. And now
he was about to effect a meeting with Wilson and his savages
on a volcanic mountain. Von Brandt dead. What a day! He
ran his hand through his hair.
What a good thing war had been declared: it would clear
up any little difficulties about von Brandt's death.
And that was why he had met the professor and Retief on
their way home again as he had come down the mountain..